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Summary: 


Felix is grumpy. Sheba knows this, and knows why. 


Felix is also distant. Sheba knows this too, but does not 
know why. 


But she'll be damned if she isn't going to find out. 


Bold Of You To Assume You Could Stop Me 
From Loving You 


"Look, | get that you're trying to help, but | don't—" 


"Don't what? Hmm? Don't need any help? Don't need a 
friend? Someone who understands what it's like to be 
different, someone who cares? Is that it, Felix?" Sheba 
crossed her arms. "Because if that's what you want.. I'll go. | 
will walk away right now, because | know what it's like to 
have my wishes ignored. | won't do that to you. But know | 
would think you an idiot for doing so," 


"Oh, yeah, | feel so much better," 


"Why do you insist on running from the good things in your 
life?" 


"Are you trying to upset me?" 
She looked him in the eyes. "Yes." 


"What the hell, Sheba?!" He growled, turning away. 
"Whatever. I'm going to meditate, or whatever Isaac called 
it," 


"I'm giving you something you can be upset about that you 
understand. Something that can be fixed. Something you 
can change. A clear goal, a clear right and wrong." 


He stopped, turning to stare at her. "..you don't read my 
mind anymore, how did you know that I..?" 


"| don't need to read your mind to know you," She stuck out 
her tongue petulantly. "Felix.. you know | want to help you. 


You know | care. Why won't you let me? Why do you keep 
pushing me away?" 


"l can't let you get hurt because of me," 


"Then I'll get hurt because of me instead; we're Adepts, 
Felix, we live to be hundreds of years old, I'm going to get 
hurt. It's inevitable, because | spent enough time locked 
away not living my life, | refuse to cower in fear that one day 
I'll go down and | won't get back up. That will happen, 
because I'm going to follow you, or Isaac, or Jenna, or any of 
the others on your journeys, and danger finds Adepts like 
rain finds the ground," 


"And that's supposed to make me feel better?! That no 
matter what | do, I'll fail at the one thing / decided to do, the 
one thing that someone else didn't force on me?!" 


"Felix," Sheba sighed. "I didn't mean it like that, but | see 
why you'd take it that way," 


He took a deep breath. "Then what did you mean," 


"I'm going to be in danger whether I'm with you or not; if 
you're determined to try to protect me, it's stupid to push 
me away. So let me back you up, Felix. That or follow me. 
But don't tell me to leave. Don't tell me | can't come too. 
We're Adepts. You can't keep me alive forever; but would 
you rather | go down hundreds of miles away while you 
worry, not knowing if I'm even alive? Or would you rather | 
die right by your side, the both of us fighting to the bitter 
end for the things we believe in?" 


He stared at her for a long moment, his expression not 
betraying his thoughts. Finally, he simply sat down on the 
spot, crosslegged. He held out a hand. "..read my mind," 


"Huh? Why?" 
"Just—please," 


She sat as well, then reached out and took his hand, 
stepping into the landscape of his mind as easily as 
breathing. She was surprised; normally using this version of 
Mind Read with Adepts prompted at least some resistance, 
but this time.. 


She was standing in a woodland clearing; the vegetation 
was Sparse, and the soil was dry and dusty. The weather and 
climate had seemingly been very unkind to this particular 
forest in recent years. Most notable was the massive, 
cracked tree stump in the center. Felix was perched on the 
edge, hunched over with his forearms on his knees. 


Sheba felt a pang in her heart at the sight of him. He looked 
as bad as the forest did; he looked like he felt responsible for 
the state of it, like it was somehow his fault. The expression 
on his face was hollow; the unyielding determination was 
there, as always, but it was a resigned sort of determination. 
He was a man who had a goal, who had beliefs, and who 
would never give up. But he didn't expect to win. In fact, to 
look at him.. 


..He expected to /ose. It was the look of a man who knew he 
was marching to his death, and was going to die with his 
sword in hand. Sheba knew that look well; he had learned it 
in Prox, and had worn it—or something like it—ever since. 


He looked up from the ground when she approached, and a 
smile softened his expression for a moment. "It's.. strange, 
seeing you here," 


She cocked her head. "Why?" 


"You're too beautiful for a place like this." 
She started. "What?!" 


"You're too beautiful for a place like this," He repeated 
himself, just as calmly as before. "For a guy like me. You 
never read my mind, and | appreciate the thought, but | told 
you that it was okay because I'm bad at expressing myself, 
sometimes. | have a hard time speaking from the heart. But 
this me," He tapped his head, gazing sadly around at the 
dying forest. "This me can't hide. This me can only tell you 
the truth." 


" „why did you bring me here?" 

"| didn't bring you, | Know | couldn't make you do anything," 
"Fine, why did you ask me to come here? Happy?" 

"| asked you to come here so | could be honest." 

"About what?!" 

He shrugged. "Anything you want," 


"Will you tell me how you make that mushroom and clove 
broth?" 


He snorted. "Ruthless. | will; | don't want to, but | will, if you 
ask directly." 


"Then I won't. | want you to tell me because you decided to." 
"Thanks, Sheba." 


She sat next to him, running her fingers over the cracks in 
the wood. "Felix, why won't you let me help you? Why do 


you push me away? Why are you so scared that I'll get 
hurt?" 


"This is a big answer, just So you're aware," 


"Yeah, no shit! You asked me come here where you can't lie 
to me; you're stalling, and we both know it." 


"Yeah, | am, because what I'm about to tell you terrifies me." 


"Terrifi—Felix, what—is there something wrong | don't know 
about?" 


He shook his head. "..not exactly, but maybe, depending on 
how you feel about it." He looked at the ground between his 
boots, scuffing idly at the dirt. 


"Well you'll never know if you don't tell me, will you?" 


He chuckled, then continued in a soft voice; so soft she was 
sure she should be straining to hear it—if this weren't the 
manifestation of his thoughts, if it weren't echoing in her 
mind in perfect clarity. "l.. love you, Sheba. I'm terrified of 
admitting it, of losing you, either because | scared you off or 
because | got you killed, because | didn't keep you safe," 


"|—Felix, you.. you /jove me?" 
"More than anything, except maybe Jenna," 


Sheba waved a hand, shaking her head. "Not a pertinent 
comparison. | would hope." 


Felix laughed easily. "True. | don't want to kiss Jenna, that 
would be really weird," 


Sheba's cheeks burned. "But you do want to kiss me?" 


He nodded. "It eats at me, Sheba. Every single day | have to 
resist reaching out to touch your shoulder when we pass 
each other, or to tuck your hair behind your ear when it falls 
in your eyes; every time | see you upset | have to stop 
myself rushing to your side, because you can fight your own 
battles, and | know that. | know you can fend for yourself. 
But it doesn't mean | don't worry." 


Sheba felt her heart jump into her throat; she was very 
unused to Felix openly stating his feelings like this. "Then 
why push me away, why tell me | can't help? Why tell me | 
can't come along?" 


" „Because for all my worrying, for all the responsibility | feel, 
all the determination to protect you.. | think it would kill me 
if | had to watch you die. | can't, so I'm taking the coward's 
option and looking the other way, hoping things will be fine 
in the end. Telling myself I'm just respecting your capability." 


"Felix.. 1." 
"It's okay if you don't know what to say, | get it," 


"I've always thought that | couldn't bear not knowing, and | 
guess | projected that. But | also would worry about you, 
about how long it would be before you knew," 


"Sounds like I'll hurt you no matter what," He smiled wryly. 
"Just my luck," 


"No! I'll get hurt no matter what by /fe! If I'm going to be 
hurt anyway, dammit, Felix, take the option that makes you 


happy!" 


"| want to." He sighed. "But | don't know how to let down 
my walls, except for this. Why would someone as incredible 
as you want someone like.. me," 


"Someone like you? Felix, what are you saying?" 


"I'm not.. | can't even talk to you properly. You deserve 
better than someone who—" 


Sheba cut him off. "Someone who endured so much so that 
others wouldn't have to? Someone selfless, and brave, and 
loyal, and kind? Someone who isn't blinded by pride?You 
jumped off a /ighthouse for me; you let me in here, where 
you can't have any secrets, because you know your flaws, 
and your limits, but you wanted me to know how you feel 
anyway; what else could | possibly ask of you? So what if 
you have a hard time being open sometimes? Nobody's 
perfect, Felix! Stop acting like you have to be, and stop 
acting like | couldn't be happy with anything less than 
perfection! I've had enough of being a goddess, | don't want 
perfection, | just want to live my //fe!" 


"Sheba.." 


Her voice broke. "And besides, if not you, what then? Even if 
you aren't perfect, even if there was someone else who 
could make me happier; how many times would | have to 
watch my husband d-die of old age? Is that really better? 
Pushing me away isn't protecting me from anything! Not 
danger, not heartbreak; nothing!" Tears rolled down her 
cheeks. 


"Are you.. saying you want to..?" 


"Yes! God, | thought | couldn't be any more obvious; I'm 
practically begging you to let me stay by your side for the 
next however many centuries we're alive," She looked over 
at him, meeting his gaze. "I want you, Felix. And now that | 
know you love me, that you want me too? You couldn't get 
rid of me if you tried." 


"This is so.. this can't be real, things like this don't happen to 
me," 


"Ugh, for the love of—" She turned to face him. "May I touch 
you? | know space is important," 


"Uh. Yes?" 
"You'll be able to hear my thoughts if | do," 
His eyes widened. "O-oh. | didn't know you could do that," 


"Only if I'm in someone's mind like this, if I'm reading in the 
real world it doesn't work." 


He nodded. "Okay." She laid a hand on his cheek gently, and 
his breath hitched. 


| love you, Felix. I've spent years searching for 'home'; and 
I've found it. It's you. Home is where the heart is. If you love 
me.. you're going to be mine, and you can't stop me. You 
said it yourself; as if you could make me do anything. 


Have I ever told you how much i love that fire in your eyes? 


No; but don't worry, there will be plenty of time for you to 
bring me up to speed on all the things you love about me. 


Venus, Sheba, how do you do that? 
Do what? 


You're so.. confident. Actually, the word I would use Is cocky, 
it's not just confidence; you're right and you know it, and 
you're gonna be heard, dammit. 


Good thing you love that about me, too. 


I'd say | love everything about you, but you really piss me 
off sometimes; which | guess is to be expected between a 
Venus and a Jupiter Adept. 


| like that you're willing to say that. 


Real world me wouldn't be. I'd be too scared I'd ruin things 
with you. 


What did | just fucking say? You've got a long road of being 
wrong ahead of you if you think you can get rid of me. 


| could never want rid of you, Sheba. 


If you can't get rid of me on purpose, you definitely can't 
ruin things by accident. | know you better than any other 
person alive, Felix. Even Jenna. You care about each other 
more than anything, but she can't see you the way I can, 
like this. 


.. You're right. | should just stop questioning you, huh? 


Yeah, you should. It'll be easier if you just cooperate. And 
we'll both be happier. 


Yeah. 
Felix? 
What is it? 


l'm going to back to the real world now, and you're going to 
stop going and doing horribly reckless things alone, and 
you're going to love me the way I know you want to. The 
way I want you to. 


alright. Whatever you want, Sheba. I'm yours. 


There was a tiny crack! as a spark jumped from her fingertip 
into the base of his spine, and he moaned. "Thank you, 
Sheba," 


"See? Isn't it so much easier, and nicer, to just let me love 
you?" 


"Yes, it is, I'm yours," He cried out as another spark 
grounded itself in his abdomen. 


"Good boy. | wanna watch you blow without even touching 
your cock; so I'm gonna strip naked and sit in your lap and 
shock you until you cum all over my belly and yours," 


"Oh, please," He stared openly at her, biting his lip. "Fuck, 
you're so beautiful," 


"Damn right. I'll allow you a choice; do you want to be 
allowed to touch me, or do you want me to be merciful about 
how hard I shock you?" 


He whined desperately. "..can | let you pick, you're right, | 
love it," 


"Just for that, I'll even let you get on your hands and knees 
over me so it goes all over me when | make you cum," 


"I'll do whatever you want, | swear, | only need you," 


"Good boy." She laid back, then snapped her fingers and 
pointed down. "Move." He scrambled to straddle her and she 
smiled up at him, with just a hint of menace. "Now.. hold on 


as long as you can, and if | feel like you did a good enough 
job, I'll let you lick it off me," She placed her hands on his 
ass, squeezing slightly. 


He whimpered. "I'll try..! AUGH~!" 


A powerful jolt surged through him from her hands, and he 
panted. She smiled. "How long can you endure, | wonder?" 


"Venus, Sheba, | don't want to disappoint you, but with you 
touching me like that, looking at me like that," 


"I'm flattered, but that doesn't mean I'll relieve you of your 
duty to serve me," 


His pupils were blown wide. "Yes, mistress," 
She flushed, biting her lip. "Oh, | /ike that; say that again." 
"Yes, mistress, whatever you want," 


She smiled, and he cried out as another surge of electricity 
spread from her hands. "Good boy. Are you going to hold it 
for me, darling?" 


"I'm trying! | promise!" 


His cock was swollen, twitching as she shocked him again. "I 
know you are, baby." 


"Sheba..!" 


"Oh? Is that the end of your rope? Are you going to cum all 
over your love?" 


"| don't wanna disappoint—" 


"Oh no. You are going to squirt it all over my belly and chest, 
don't you dare hold back on me. And you're going to tell me 
how much you love it." She applied a steady voltage, slowly 
increasing it. "Cum on me Felix," 


"Sheba, Sheba, | love you—Aauuhn~!" He shuddered as the 
current drew his muscles tight, and she watched eagerly as 
his swollen cock throbbed. He let out a ragged cry, and 
jerked violently as he began to unload. 


"That's it Felix! Good boy~," She moaned as she felt the 
heat of his cum on her neck, some even splashing onto her 
face. "You wanted this even more than | thought~; go 
ahead, you have your mistress' permission to make a mess 
of her," 


He cried out again, hips bucking as he was rocked by his 
orgasm; Sheba started to pulse the voltage slightly with 
each one to drive him as far as she could. She knew her 
efforts were effective when his entire body jolted, and the 
next thick strand of cum made it all the way to her face. 
"Sheba!" 


"That's it baby.." She cooed. "Shoot it all over me, that's a 
good boy," His orgasm lasted far longer than it would have 
otherwise, and she reveled in the sight of him coming 
undone like this, of him moaning wildly as he gave her 
everything. 


Finally he began to slow, and she eased off the voltage. "T- 
thank you mi-mistress," 


"You're very welcome, my dear." 


He sagged slightly, panting. "Can.. can | have a moment.. 
before | clean you up, mistress..?" 


"You don't have to lick it off if you don't want to," 
"Would it make you happy if I did..?" 

"| would enjoy you serving me, yes," 

"Then please, | want to," 


Her eyes sparkled. "Ooh, how can | say no to that?" Her 
expression softened. "You know I'll love you no matter what, 
right? You don't have to serve me to stay in my good 
graces." 


"| love you too, Sheba, that's why | want to, | want you to 
know, | need you to know what you mean to me, you may 
not be an actual goddess but you're a goddess to me," 


Her eyes widened slightly, and she bit her lip. "..then get to 
work, Felix, don't keep me waiting," 


He gasped. "Yes! Of course, mistress," He leaned down, but 
she stopped him. 


"Ah ah ah; clean my face first, so | don't have to worry about 
it getting in my eyes while | watch," 


"Of course, whatever you say," He crawled closer, leaning 
down to run the flat of his tongue along her cheek. 


He was close enough she could hear him swallow, and she 
shivered. "Oh, good boy.. be sure to be thorough.." 


"It's okay to lick your face like this..?" 


"Do what you're told, Felix; if | say to do it, it's okay, and you 
do it." 


"Yes! I'm sorry, | shouldn't have questioned you; please 
forgive me," He lapped at her face, and she smiled. 


"You are forgiven, your eagerness to please and willingness 
to learn from your mistakes far outweigh the mistakes 
themselves." A satisfied purr rumbled out of her chest as he 
finished, moving on to her neck. "Good boy," He traced his 
tongue along the base of her jaw, and she smiled to herself; 
he was clearly covering a little more area than strictly 
necessary, but she couldn't fault him for wanting that. "I feel 
you taking a little detour there, you rascal; that's alright, 
though. You said I'm your goddess, | won't deny you your 
time at my temple," 


"Thank you!" He kissed her neck just above her collarbone. 
"| want to please you," 


"And you do, my sweet." 


He continued downwards, starting to lap up the bulk of what 
he had deposited onto her belly and chest. Her gaze burned 
into him as she watched his Adam's apple bob each time he 
swallowed, watching his shoulders flex from supporting his 
weight. He never let his weight rest on her, always keeping 
his touch light and gentle. 


Soon enough he had finished, and he looked up at her with a 
loving expression. "What next, mistress?" 


"Kiss me. You deserve it, for your obedience; but more 
importantly, / want it." He eagerly crawled up to press his 
lips to hers, and she sighed happily. "That's it.. Lay down on 
me." 


He did, looking into her eyes. "I'm yours, Sheba. | love you." 


"You're mine, Felix. | love you too; and I'm not letting anyone 
or anything take my Felix from me." 


"Alright, there's twelve of us and one of you; so just put the 
sword down, and nobody has to get hurt." 


Felix scowled. He and Sheba were escorting a young couple 
to Tolbi for their honeymoon, and they'd been surrounded in 
a pass by bandits. 


"One?" Sheba's voice was dangerous. 


"Quiet, blondie, or you'll be on the list of things we'll be 
takin'," 


"You son of a—" 
"Hush, Felix. This is simply a misunderstanding," 
"A mis—Sheba, you can't be serious!" 


"I'm very serious." She looked the man in the eyes. "He is 
under the impression that he has the ability to give orders." 


"Alright, that's it—!" The bandit leader drew his sword. 


"Take one step and your life is forfeit. This is your only 
warning." 


"Ha! Don't make me laugh! As if you—" He stepped forward, 
and cut off with a scream of agony as a colossal bolt of 
lightning flashed down, frying him where he stood. 


The man's charred corpse hit the ground with a thud. Sheba 
regarded them coldly. "Any questions, gentleman?" 


The other bandits turned and fled, screaming. Sheba looked 
at Felix with a smirk. "See? Come now, Felix; your wife is 
always right, you know this," 


He laughed quietly. "You're right; what was | thinking," He 
turned to the couple. "Are you alright? | know that was 
scary," 


They stared at Sheba, wide-eyed, and finally the taller of the 
two men spoke. "..| now see why you referred to your wife as 
a 'force of nature'," 


Sheba beamed. "Aw, Felix!" 


